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THE girl was tSm and ash blonde. 
Good feature*. A straight nose, some- 
what on the pert side, and a full patri- 
cian mouth. Lynn Morton approved of 
the girl, but yes. Something to see. Then 
he noticed her hands, and what they 
were doing, and stopped approving. Not 
that her hands weren't very nice hands. 
They were. Long tapering fingers, with 
not too red nails against soft white skin. 
Well cared for hands. And very busy 
just at the moment — stowing away ex- 
pensive gloves in a capacious handbag. 

Lynn sighed. One of the oldest tricks 
in the business- Direct the shop girl's at- 
tention elsewhere, then snatch. He sidled 
a little closer to the blonde girl, watch- 
ing without seeming to. Golly! She wu 
bold, or a rank amateur who had never 
heard of store detectives. Or both. Lynn 
sighed again. This was going to spoil his 
whole day, having to arrest such a girl. 
Beautiful girl ! There — another pair of 
the expensive gloves went into the bag. 
Must have half the store in that bag by 
now. 

He followed her as she headed toward 
the door. Let her get through the door, 
or almost through it, and then he would 
have her cold. The same sad old story. 
He looked into a mirror as he passed and 
saw that his own handsome face was 
dour and frowning. How he hated this 
job. He was too young for it, really. And 
too sensitive. You needed to be old and 
leathery and cynical like Joe Gould, the 
other store cop. That way you got a cer- 
tain pleasure out of pulling them. in. 



The girl approached the door, hesi- 
tated, glanced around, and then headed 
back for the stairs- Lynn tagged along 
behind her. Then across the floor, he saw 
Joe Gould. Joe nodded, deftly, toward 
the girl. He had spotted her also. Was 
moving rapidly toward her, ready to 
grab her arm. Joe was always glad to 
make an arrest, and didn't care if his 
victims — if you could call them that — 
attempted to leave the store or not. 

For a moment Lynn felt relief. Good ! 
Let Joe make the pinch. Then, suddenly, 
he knew he couldn't do it Not to this 
girl He quickened his pace, reached the 
stairs leading down to the bargain base- 
ment ;it the same time Joe did. 

"I know," he said. "I pegged her. Let 
me do it." Looking downward, hc-could 
see the girl's straight back just disap- 
pearing around a corner of the stair. 

Joe Gould stared at him with cold, 
lidded eyes that always reminded Lynn 
of a bird of prey. 

"What you waiting for?" he rasped. 
"I been watching that dame for half an 
hour. So have you. She's got a hundred 
buck? worth of gloves in that bag. You 
waiting till she steals the elevators?" 

Lynn shouldered him aside. "Stop yap- 
ping," he said. "I told you I'll take care 
of her. Plenty of time for iL The more 
we find on her the easier it will be to 
convict her." He plunged down the 
stairs, leaving Joe staring after him, 
thinking that he had never really liked 
Joe from the first. 



He found the girl at a table in the 
dinky tea room. Her bag and parcels 
were piled on the table beside her. Lynn 
pulled out a chair and sat down, know- 
ing exactly what he was going to say 
and do. 

"So it's tea you want," he said. "I 
thought 50. You wouldn't want the 
shoddy stuff they sell down here in the 
bargain basement." 

Her red lips formed a surprised O. 
"W-who are you? What do you want? 
I'm alone and I prefer it that way." 

Lynn glanced around, saw that no one 
was watching them, and reached for her 
bag. He took out the gloves, easily a hun- 
dred dollars worth. Expensive, imported 
stuff. He watched her stiffen, her face 
red, as he counted the gloves. Her voice, 
when she spoke, was cold and remote, 

"You saw me." 

He nodded. "Never mind that now. 
■lust listen to me. I'm crazy today — ; ; o 
I'm letting you go. I'll get this stuff bac!; 
somehow. But for Pete's sake will you 
promise me something? Cut it out. 
You're terrible. And you can't win. 
You're a lovely girl and jail wouldn't 
help your complexion a bit Now scram 
before I change my mind, or forget it's 
spring." 

He heard her say "thank you" and 
when he looked again she was gone. 
Lynn sighed once more. It meant his job, 
of course- 
Sure enough, a half hour later he was 
summoned to the executive offices on 
the ninth floor. Well — he had never 
liked the job anyway! 

' As he entered Mr. Carlson's office the 
first person he saw was the girl. The 
same girl, smiling at him now. And Mr- 



Carlson, the president, was smiling, too, 
and patting the girl on the shoulder. 
Lynn was dazed. "Excuse me," he stam- 
mered. "I must be in the wrong place or 
— or something." 

•So," said Mr. Carlson. "No mistake 
has been made. This is my daughter, Mr. 
Morton. She sometimes aids me in these 
linlo projects, and since she isn't well 
known to the employees she was a natu- 
ral for this one. Just a checkup, you see. 
Trying to find out if the store opera- 
tive were, in a manner of speaking, on 
their toes. Keeping alert. She says you 
passed with flying colors. Good! Fine! 
But nevertheless. Mr. Morton, we're 
taking you out of the security depart- 
ment. Another job, as assistant section 
manager . . ." 

Lynn got through it somehow. After-' 
wards the girl followed him out into the 
I is II way. 

He said, "I still don't get it. Miss Carl- 
son. Why didn't he fire me?" 

"My name is Felice. And he didn't fire 
you because I didn't tell him you let me 
go. I nid you caught me, which was the 
truth. He took it for granted that I ex- 
plained everything to you, and he was 
so pleased that I didn't have a bit of 
trouble getting you the new job. You 
deserve it. you know. And, as you told 
me, you're terrible. As a cop, I mean. 
You've got a heart." 

"But why did you do it?" 

Her eyes were soft as she looked him 
up and down. "I'm not exactly sure yet 
Call it impulse, maybe. Or call it spring, 
as you did. But I'm sure it will all work 
Out all right. Beginning tonight at din- 
ner." 

And it did work out 
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